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Occaſion'd by the Late 


Famous Victory 
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For that Heav'nly Voice, that pierc'd ſo high, 
() As bore EL IZ A to her Native Sky! 
Or that no leſs renowned Bard's, whoſe Tongue 
With Accents all divine, with Muſick hung, 8 
Immortal Bo VN E, and Nassav's Glory ſung! 
O that my feeble Eccho I cou d raiſe, 
To the high Pitch of their Eternal Lays! 
But let not All preſumptuouſly purſue 
Wbat is ſo Sacred, and reveal'd to few. | 
Strong mult the Plume, and daring be the Flight, 
That wou'd attempt to reach that wondrous Height: 
True Genuin Blood muſt the young Eagle grace, 
Who ſtands the Sun, and braves his fiery Face. 


Yer, ſince exalted Worth may fo prevail, 
As to create a Muſe, tho' Nature fail; 

Since, if theſe Lines to future Ages laſt, 

The Poet, not the Hero, is diſgrac'd 

They'll only weep, to ſee great PHIL IP's Son, 
Dreſs'd up again, to Cy ARILVUsS's Tune, 


Her meaneſt Son then let not BRI T ain blame, 
Who wou'd commend his Country's Praiſe ro Fame, 
Her Proweſs, and Her generous Might record, 
In the fair Actions of this valiant Lord. 
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How ſwiftly the wing'd Warrior takes his Way, 


To reach the Foe, and ſieze the flying Prey! | 
How, like a breaking Cloud, portending Ire, 


With Thunder charg d, impregnated with Fire, 


He darts through all their Files : Deſpair and Fear 
Hangs on their Flight, and hovers o'er their Rear. 

How LEWIS, inſcious of his Glory loſt, 

Sees not the fatal Blow that BxuGEts coſt; 

Reckons to vhat vaſt Profit GH ENT amounts, 

With haughty Pomp his little Gain recounts: 

Dilates his Heart, his ſwelling Pride diſplays, 
Then loudly calls loſt FLaNDE Rs his, and fays; -_ 


Wellcome, thou Earneſt of ſucceeding Bliſs, 
Of Days more happy, more auguſt than this. 
Fortune, I find, repents her fooliſh Flight, 
And vou d atone for having been fo light. 
She, who my Youth with Conſtancy did bleſs, 
And tickled ſweet Ambition with Succeſs; 
Who ſwelbd my Lordly Hopes, with equal Pride, 
Laviſhly good, and partial ro my Side; 
Tho' once the Wanderer, (ſenſeleſs as ſhe was) 
Mock d Expectation, and deny'd my Cauſe; 
Yet now grows kinder, courts me, and appears 
Juſt ro my later and declining Years. OE, 
Stay then, light Goddeſs, ſtay.— Ha! — what News now ? 
Is AUDENARD, at laſt, inveſted too? | 
SPAIN, thou art mine, tho ſought with Wars Alarms; 
Thee, FLANDERS, vill I graſp within my Arms. , 
Tremble, thou Northern Hereſie, and dread 
The fatal Ruin, hanging o'er thy Headz 
I'll hake thee ſure, and for that Female Thing 
Set up my own, my Tributary King. 


Idle, fantaſtick Rage, Deluſion all! | 
The Monarch in his gaudy Dream muſt fall; 
For BRITAIxꝝ's Chief the little Arts diſowns, 
Of ſtealing Caſtles, or ſurprizing Towns ; 

Such abject Purpoſes his Soul diſdains, 

By Arms he conquers, and by Force he gains ; 
Flies, like ſome Mighty Miniſter of Fare, 
Theſe to pull down, and thoſe to reinſtate; 


Right 


Right to eſtabliſh, Juſtice to decree, | 
To vanquiſh, and to ſet the Vanquiſſid free. 

Like Conſuls, who, with generous Pity ſway d, 
Spurn'd not the Vaſſal, which their Arms had made; 
Nor meanly did inſult their Captives Woes, 

But made Free Citizens of conquer'd Foes. 

Let FRANCE; for violating Leagues renown'd, 
FRANCE, to her Promiſe never faichful found; 

Let Her preſent inglorious Actions fair, 

And finely call them Stratagems of War. 

BRI T oN, tis thine to ſtride among the ſlain, 

To ſhake the Spear, and battel in the Plain. 

The Sword let others for Ambition veild, 

Or for the Spoils and Harveſt of a Field: 

Let Intereſt urge on others to be brave, 

To gain new Conqueſts, or their old to fave. 
BRITON, 'tis thine in Fields of Blood to toil; 

And fight, that others may enjoy the Spoil. 

Theſe be thy Arts, and this thy laſting Praiſe, 

To ſcourge the Inſolent, the Weak to raiſe; 


To fly where-c'er wrong'd Juſtice calls aloud, 
To aid the Injur'd, and ſubdue the Proud. a 


And ſce! the Mighty Champion leads to Fame, 
With Victory and Fortune in his Name; 

He drives the hunted Gaul from Place to Place, 
Hot in Purſuit, and cager in the Chace; 

Bears on the flying Foe in full Career, 

And ſhews that Vengeance is as ſwift as Feat. 
So a fierce Tyger in Numidia's Plain, 

Breathing out Wrath, and boiling with Diſdain, 
When ſome ignoble meaner Beaſt he ſpies, 
Dread in his Looks, and Lighr'ning in his Eyes, 
With furious Joy he ſtarts, then ſhoots away, 
At once ſecure and greedy of his Prey. 


At length, with rude Indignities o'er-born, 
Vex'd with repeated Marks of Hoſtile Scorn, 
Like that low Reptile which, vhen proudly ſpurn'd, 
Hath at reiterated Inſults turn'd ; | | 
The Gaul, his Hoſts drawn up in deep Array, 
Reſolves to ſtand the Shock, and bear the Fray. 5 
niz Ti nk HA war ff Arm'd 


[ 4 ] 
Arm'd with Deſpair from whence his Courage grows, 7 
Neceſſity inſtructs him to oppoſe, | 8 
To face the bold Invader, and confront his Foes. ? 
So the ſwift Stag, when the cloſe Chaſe draws near, 
And thicker Cries invade his trembling Ear; 
When heavily he pants along the Mound, | 
And ſcarce, but ſcarce eludes the doubtful Wound: 
| Relies no longer on his winged Speed, 

But truſts his claſhing Beams, . Head ; 
And brandiſhing ſublime his ſhady Brow, 
Was not fo ſwift before as deſp rate now + 
For ſince he muſt become the Hunters Prey, 
He is reſolv'd to fall a nobler Way, 
Furns furious on the Chace, and ſtands at Bay. 


Now the ſtout BR ITAIxõ to the Charge advance 
With the ſhrill Clarion, and the trembling Lance; 
The vanton Enſigns play, and all around 
With glitt ring Armour ſhines the waving Ground. 
Methinks I fee in ſolemn Pomp appear 
The beauteous Shape and Figure of the War; 

The decent Order in each Cohort ſeen, 

And ev ry haughty Warrior's graceful Mein; 
The thick embattel d Squadrons in Array, 
Lovelily dreadful, and in Horrour gay. 


One of tall Stature at the Head appears, 
Like a large Bull his ſpacious Front who rears 
Amongſt the Herd, and Lords it o'er the Mead; 
Majeſtical his Eyes and Princely Head, 
High, Eminent, and all the Ranks above, 
Like Mars his Poſture, and his State like Tove. 


The Hero's Preſence makes the Soldier glow, 
And menace Death and Vengeance to the Foe 
Each Nod's tremendous, as the Shock begins, 
Each from the Gallick Arms a Trophy wins. 

Like a fierce Torrent wich impetuous Sway, 
Thro' broken Legions mowing out their Way; 
Slaughter and Death around the Field they ſpread, 
And heap the dying on the numerous dead. 
But lo! while Horrour and Confuſion join, 
And round each Hoſt their ſable Arms entwine, 


Unchang'd 


— =. 
Unchang'd in Mind the valiant Leader ſtands; 
Calmly diſtributing his wiſe Commands; 

Fix d on his Purpoſe, and his Thought ſedate, 
His Temper ſteady and unmoy'd as Fate, 

Like that he guides the War, and ſmiles to own 
What he ſo ſoon determines, ſooner done. 

Bur if he finds the dubious Battel veer, 

As ſwift as Thought he brings his Thunder there; 
And forces back the Byas of the War; 

Scatters around the Hoſt ten thouſand Fears, 

And Terrour, like a Gorgon, on his Creſt appears. 
So Fove, enthron d in peaceful State above, 
Serencly views this lower Fabrick move; 

Hears undiſturb d the boiſtrous Winds engage, 
Hears the rough Ocean roar and Billows rage; 
On the World's Buſineſs is ſedately bent, 

And guides the moſt minute, or great Event: 

But 1 Mankind with impious Rage revolt, 

The Thunderer aſſumes his angry Bolt, | 
With a loud Voice comes ratling through the Skies, 
And deals Almighty Vengeance as he flies. 


O ! hadſt thou in ſome former Age been born, 
The Greek, or Roman Muſes to adorn ; 
Had they beheld thy Martial Deeds of old, 
What Stories had been rais'd, what Fables told; 
How Blue-ey'd Pallas in your Chariot rode; 
A Suit of Armour giv'n you by a Godz 
You'd been deriv'd from ſome high Dame above, 
And cou'd not have been leſs than Third from Jos. 


The Princely Youth of HAN NOYERIAN Line, 
In whom his Godlike Father's Virtues ſhine, 
Who chears BRITANNIA with a diſtant Ray, 
BRITANNIA's earlieſt Hopes and dawning Day, 
Beholds with equal Wonder and 
Thy Gallant Actions, worthy of the Cauſe 
Which mov'd thoſe Actions firſt ; urg'd on to Fame, 
His youthful Breaſt is fir d with Rival Flame, 
Heroick Thoughts within his Boſom roll, 
And his Eyes Peak the Purpole of his Soul. 
Somewhat in Danger lovely he deſeries 
Then like a Falcon to the Qarry fliese 


Brisk 
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To combat, and diſpute-thy Right in Arms? 
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Brisk and undaunted braves impendent Doom, 
Tho' young, and all his Glory in the Bloom; 
Thro' crimſon Streams of Blood purſues Renown, 
Tho to an Empire born, and deſtin'd to a Throne. 


If the great Deeds of Thetis' Godlike Son, 
So many Years in long Succeſſion gone, | 
The Heroe dead and mouldred, cou'd inſpire 
The Seed of AM M Ox with ſo bright a Fire; 
If Homer's Draughts cou'd add to ev'ry Blow 
New Strength, and make him lead his Perſian Foe 
In Captive Pomp; well may Auguſtus feel 
His youthful Breaſt with love of Glory ſwell: 
Who no leſs Deeds has always in his Sight, 
And views upon the Plain as great a Warrior fight. 


I ſce my blooming Hero coyer'd o'er 
With comely Duſt, and richly clad in Gore; 
Involv'd in Night, and Battel's ſable Shroud ; 
As the bright Sun envelop'd in a Cloud. 
Like nimble Mercury 1 ſee him move, 
His feather'd Plume ſhakes like a Laurel Grove, 
While he rides ſtern and furious on the Foe, 
Rearing his Arm, and bounding from the Blow. 
Such was young Harry in BULLING BROOX's Days; 
From Hotſpur's Head he pluck'd the envy'd Bays: 
Equal in Youth, and like in Arms he ſtood, 
And by his Virtue prov'd his Title good. 


Miſtaken Youth, thy flatter d Hopes bemoan, 
Proudly adorn'd with Titles not thy own. 
No more expect to guide the promis d Helm, 
That fancy'd Kingdom, and that Fairy Realm; 
Behold what Laurels, in the Flandrian Plains, 
Thy great Competitor for Empire gains : 

How in his Looks the Soveraign's Air he bears, 
And in each Act the Royal Stamp appears. 
Or if thou'rt bent upon Deluſion till, 

Why wilt thou mimick Majeſty fo ill: 

If yet th' Ideas round thy Fancy play 

Of Pow'r, Dominion, and Imperial Sway; 
Why court ſt thou not War's terrible Alarms, 


Why 


N 
Why doſt thou not advance, and bravely dare 
That youthful Champion to deciſive War? 


Thou didſt not from our Ancient Worthies ſpring, 8 


Thou Royal Shade, thou Image of a King: 
Vain as thou art, like that fam d Macedon, 
Who bad the Prieſt declare him Ammon Son. 


To ſcorn thy Earth- born Parent's mean Aboads, | 


And claim the Lineage of the BRITISH Gods. 
Such BRITAIN's Chief, ſuch is the Royal Heir, 
Who muſt Imperial BRITAINS Scepter bear: 
Well then may ſtruggling Gallia quit the Field, 
And vell to ſuch Superior Virtue yield. 

For vhat can veaker Tyranny oppoſe, 

To BRITISH Freedom, and th* united Roſe? 
How can Oppreſſion ſingly ſtem in Fight 
The Force of Union, Liberty and Right? 
TALLARD's ill Stars on each new Leader wait, 
And what was VILLEROY's, is VENDOM's Fate. 
No more let Fortune be arraign'd as blind, 

Fickle as Seas, inconſtant as the Wind-. 

No more let Poets proſtitute her Name 

To palliate Error, and detract from Fame. 

With Virtue Hand in Hand the Goddeſs goes, 

And bears the Brave triumphant on their Foes; 

She ſports with Fools, and with her Cowards plays, 
Stoops to the Valiant, and the Great obeys. 
They with ſuperior Majeſty command, 

And teach the wav'ring Deity to ſtand. 

Thus was great Cæſar and Guſtavus rais'd, 

Fortune on both with equal Wonder gaz'd, 

* With conſtant Favours did the Heroes crown,  _ 


And they deſery'd her Smile, but were above her Frown,. 


In vain to Arts great BOUR BoN has recourſe, 
And ſpecious Bribery, his uſual Force 

In vain he waves his ſhining guilded Spear, 
And plays the fooliſh Sophiſter in War. 


Not ſo the BRITISH Chief; with Sword in Hand; 


(Like brave Camillus in the Latian Land, 
When before Rowe's high Capitol he came, 
Demanding Juſtice in his Country's Name; ) 
He turns the Ballance in the Galliet Scales, 


And 'ris not glitt ring Gold, but the keen Steel prevails. 
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Thus ſhaken as ſhe is and vorn with Care, 

Can France again her ſhatter'd Force repair: 

Will ſhe not fink beneath the fatal Blaſt, 

And like a dying Taper blaze her laſt ? 

Or will theſe Lillies ſtill look pale and mourn, 
Yet with the Summer, brisk and gay return ? 

Will they ne'er fall, that do ſo often ſhake? 

How can they always bend, and never break? 
Shall MARLBRG“s Sword ſtill conquer as before; 
xd ſhall there ſtill be room to conquer more? 


Yes, ſtill that Ornament of Virtue's Name, 
That mighty Favourite and Friend of Fame, 
Shall, like great CYR Us, Heav'ns darling Son, 
Go on ſucceſsful, as he firſt begun; 
Make haughty Gallia's proudeſt Turrets bend, 
And o'er the Continent his Arms extend; 

A ſuffering Monarch's injur'd Cauſe maintain, 
'Till he his Empire has, her Freedom Spain : 
That thus defeating France's vaſt Deſigns, 

We may not tremble with her Weſtern Mines; 
That the new World no more may vex the old, 
Nor Europe's Freedom ſhake with India's Gold. 


Then, when fair Liberty triumphat rides, 
And facred Juſtice o'er the World preſides; 
When ſmiling Plenty her gay Trains ſhall ſpread, 
And ſilken Peace erect her downy Head; 
The Victor (as of old the Latian Hind, 
That was Dictator, conquer d and reſign'd) 
To thoſe much fam'd Receſſes ſhall retreat, 
The Manſion of the Muſes, CHAu C ER Seat. 
Thither the BRITISH Sci o ſhall retire, 


Where once the BRITISH ENR Ius tun'd his Lyre: 


Who ſung ſo well of War and Martial Deeds, 


To his Abodes the God of War ſucceeds ; 


That facred Monument of Right reſtor'd, 


Which GLORIAN A gave the BRITISH Lord; 
Where Blenheim's Ruins fo auguſtly rife, ; 
Her humble Scat's tranſlated to the Skies. 
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In the fair Palace ſhall be ſeen Engrav'd 
Kingdoms Subdu'd, and ſinking Empires Sav'd. 
Here breathing Statues ſhall falute our Eyes, 
That boldly from the poliſh'd Baſis riſe, 
Triumphant Figures, that at once proclaim 
The Workman's skill, and the Great Hero's Fame. 
There curious Plans, with nice Proportion true, 
Shall offer to the pleas d Spectators View 
Each different Scene and Theatre of War: 

Here MARLBRO Fought; the Brave Evctxio there. 
While in cach Space elaborately Fine, 

Deſcriptions and Illuſtrious Mottoes thine, 
Whate er by th' Architect's Device is wrought, 

The Painter's Fancy, or the Poet's Thought. 


Strangers ſhall here, and Travellers reſort, 
To ſee the Beauties of this Rural Court, 
And raviſh'd with Delight, and ſtruck with Ave, 
In Miniature the lovely Model draw ; * 
That to each Foreign Land they may impart 
BRIT AI N's Politeneſs ſeen, in VanBRUGH'S ART. 


Near this, my Muſe a pleaſing Object ſees, 
A ſpacious Park adorn'd with aged Trees; 
Where, Fall and Spring, the Deer, a ſtately Crew, 
Loſe their old Otnaments, and teem with new; 
Proud, like unthinking Man, and vainly Gay, 
With Things that ſoon ſpring up, and ſoon decay. 
The Victor here, his Conſort by his ſide, | 
With Gold and glitt ring Trappings deck d ſhall ride. 
Nimbly the Goddeſs ſhall divide the Air, 
And thro the Stag transfix her Silver Speat, 
Which dying will confeſs the lucky Charice 
And proudly fall by Fair Diana's Lance. 


Hard by, a Landskip ſweet, a Sylvan Scene, 
Cool artful Grots, and ſhady Bowers are ſeen; 
Thro' which the whiſtling Vernal Zephir breaths 
An Od'rous Smell, and tunes the trembling Leaves. 
The Cryſtal Streams in wild Meanders run, 

Glide thro the Grove, and murmur gently, on; 


While 
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While Flora ſpreads her Fragrant Sweets around, 
And richly damasks the embroider'd. Ground 
With all we can defire, of Eden's Stream, 

And all the Antients of Elyſium dream. 


Here ſhall the Hero; with himfelf-confer, 

Of Stare, of Politicks, of Peace, and War, | 
Of antient Prudence; nor ſometimes forget | 
Great Henry's Love, and Roſomonda's Fate ; 

| 


Her Fate; who could a Royal Heart enſnare: 

Beauteous indeed and Young ; yet happier far, 

| Had Nature not miſtook, but form'd aright, 

i Her Mind more virtuous, or her Eyes leſs bright. 

it How here the Monarch did his Paſſion prove, 

i Loſt in his guilty Labyrinth of Love; 

How in that Charmer's mournful Death was ſeen, 

xx The juſt Revenge of his heroick Queen, * 92 

if Then ſhall he bleſs that bright Immortal Dame, | 

| Whoſe equal Beauty, but much fairer Fame, 8 
Crowns his chaſt Wiſhes, and adorns his Flame. 


| 
[ Ye Goddeſſes, inhabiting the Woods, 
[| The Hills, the Fertile Dales, and Silver Floods, 
N Mix Flowers of various hue with niceſt Skill, 
| The Roſe, the Violet, and Daffodil; 
A ſhady Branch let Old Sylvanus find, 
1 | - The Victor's Brow with ſacred Wreaths to bind; 
With burniſh'd Fruit beſtrew'd around his Feet, 
His wiſh'd Arrival let Pomona greet ; 
And, Pan, prepare thy ſhriller Notes to raiſe, 
And Tune thy Oaken Reed to MARL B Rô's Praile : 
For ſee, he comes to beautifie the Glades, 
And ſpend his peaceful Days in Rural Shades; 
Great MARL BR © comes, whoſe Evei· conqu ring Hand 
Brings Peace and Safety Home to Albion's Land. 
I Who like the Sun upon your Harveſt ſhines, 
f Secures your Plenty, and Protects your Shrines. 
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